CRESCENDO
CHAPTfiR SliVIiN
a long interval I wont down to Paris. It was still the Paris
that had been raped two months ago, but it had settled down under
the hoot, and if Sainte-Gcnevicve shed tears nobody appeared to
bother about them. The German hoot was the chief feature. All
the hotels were requisitioned, apart from the Rit/ and the Bristol,
in the rue du Faubourg do Saint-1 lonore. The rue Boissy d'Anglas
was roped oil', so was the Avenue. Richer where, in the Majestic,
the Quarter-Master General's staff was. The. swastika was Hown
only on buildings where German officers wen1-.. I say only because
as I looked down from the, Place, tie- la Concorde to the rue de Kivoli
I saw a forest of German (lags. I walked through that forest.
W. II, Smith's bookshop, where not so many months ago my novel,
Children, My Children, was displayed in the. shop window, was now
the German Army's book centre. 1 slopped.
To judge from the shop window the Germans were1, going in for
humour heavily. One book was called 500 Jokes fur Artillery Men,
another declared it contained 300 jokes for infantry men; there were
jokes for the Panxertruppcn and funny stories for the Luftwaffe. On the
covers of those books there stood a couple of Huns enjoying jokes.
I shall never forgive myself for not going in and buying a couple of
hundred jokes for paratroops or something. As a matter of fact, I felt
a bit light in the head, and hurried away. Too many jokes, I
suppose.
Like a pilgrim seeking out devastated shrines, I went past the
British Embassy. A notice on the locked gate said it was under
American protection. The Ely sec had been left alone, too, but the
Minist&rc dc I'lntcricur sported at the gate the standard of the German
G.O,C, Paris. Sentries; but there were sentries everywhere.
Nona, having once witnessed the change of guards outside The
Claridge, described it thus: "There were two soldiers goose-
stepping towards each other, and between them, jn the middle, a
sergeant was goose-stepping all on his own."
At the Madeleine and at the. litoile there were German traffic
signs: Nach Saint-Cloud and Nach Saint-Germain. At the top
end of the Champs Klysees the large dog shop that used, to sell
Poodles and Aberdeen Terriers by the dozen, now only stocked
Schnauzers, Dachshunds and Dobbermanns. The German Pay
Corps was at the Lloyds and National Provincial Foreign Bank on the
Boulevard Haussmann, and on the wall of the building was an
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